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THE LONGEST WAY ROUND,

A sign-post at the forked road
Of Time stood grim and gray,

And to the post a traveler strode,
In doubt which was the way.

One road led up the stony hill,
The other road led down:

The downward road to Luckyville,
Aud dyp, to Hardshiptown.

Toward Luckyville he set his [ace,
Yot, even as he turned,

A traveler coming from that place
His hopeful eyes discerned,

Heo waited till the other same
The steeper road to take.

#]s Luckyville,' he said, *‘so tame
That you its joys forsake?"

“Not 80," the stranger quick replled,
As up the hill he went,

“Thatsign was wrong: I know,who've tried
The rash experiment, .

“I'm golng up this stony hill,
Already I've been down,
And find the way to Luckyville
Is 'round through llurdshlpmwn.l"”
—Life,
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Sim Gage’s Taj Mahal.
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The valley of the Red river of the
north is really the bottom of an an-
cient sen, whose tloor, flat as a table,
40 miles acrogs from vim to rim, rons
illimitably north and south, drained
by a crooked, deep-cut thread of water.

Here und theve o clump of trees,
yvellow-green against the yellow gray,
may rise deprecatingly, but they are
the trees of men, merely tolerated by
the elements, Deep, rich grass and
flowers and snow and savage cold
were long the main products of this
great wild garden of the north, Once
the grass and flowers for hundreds of
miles lay spread like a royal carpet;
but now the carpet is made of hun-
dreds of wmiles of wheat,fing and hard,
guch as no other laud prodices. Men
of the old wortd and the new,from the
north, the westand the east, swept
out iuto this garden land that lay
ready for the plow as soon as the In-
dians were deiven away from it.  The
creak of tlie wooden-whesled carts of
the halt-bread buttalo-huuters was re-
placed by the clank of the seeder and
the rattle of the reaper.

Sim Gage's house, low and clinging
hard to the earth with which it com-
bated, stood far out in the middle of
this broad  praivie-geound, across
which one might look for more than
ten miles and see the big elevators of
the nearest town,

There were no towns at all there
15 years before, when Sim Gage first
tarned up the Dright black loom on
his claim, Since then he had met the
blizzards aud beaten them and had en-
dured the blazing heats of the swift
sumier seasons, The snow had not
goparated his  grip from the land on
which hie had laid hold, and dronght
had not burned out his resolution,

His hair had thinned and grown
gray, hLis face became ‘browned and
seamed with the weather, and perhaps
his heart hal hardened somewhat
nnder tha steady and relentless pres-
gure of Lis life; but never had he
slackened his hold or dreamed of giv-
ing up the fight with this iron-bound
garden of the wheat, He had hardly
lifted up his eyes,

At fivst it wag bacon and bread that
Sarah Gage, his wife, had cooked;
then it was beef aud bread, It began
to be beet and bread and other things
of late vears, when Nvumber One wheat
had broneght growing eitiesto the edge
of the forgotten sea. But then Sarah
Gage diel, Poor woman! she shonld
have heen nunhappy, no doubt, during
her life,but she was not wise enough.
The years broke her down, and the
winds blew away her color and comeh-
ness, but neither sun nor snow could

dim her love, her cheerfulness or her |

faith, She loved her howme, every
ineh of it, as it grew, She loved her

husband, loved her daughter.  All her
dreams came true,

Six days she labored,and the seventh
was the Lord's day, Twelve miles or
more across the praivie each Sunday,
although the icy poudre«cut or the
sun scorched or the level ground
swam with water, Saralh Gage rode or
drove to chureh, Farther than that
she would go tonurse the sick settler in
his *‘shack’ or care for the over-
worked woman who had dropped in
the harness of the daily life,

How beputiful and noble is such a
life as that of Sarah Gage! You may
have eaten bread made of the Number
One wheat she helped to raise, and
the money you paid for it may lhave
helped buy the hymn hook that she
loved aud fram which they chose the
favorite hyviun to sing above her grave;
her grave in the bottom of the forgot-
ten sea.

That waz in the fall, when the air
was growing sharp, slthongh still the
mid-day heat flamed up apace, The
clear biue of the sky was tecked and
lined with troops of white fowl, The
stubble-tields were white with the
great tlocks of the snow-geese coming
down from the north, In the worning
long squads awd  armies of the big
brown grouse,on rocking,repid, inter-
mittent wing, were passing down from
the barren wastes of snow to regions
wheve timber and coru-lands gave
them a lonzer lease of lite,

Only wan remained behind in this
forsaken land, to prove to the ele-
ments that he was master there, The
grass pas=ed intp the seer and yeliow
leaf and was &t down by the frost,
and snow blew above it to render it
forgotten.

Simn Gaze went back to the house
and sat Jown in the black clothing
worn alilie for festival or mourning.
His face was hard and emotionless, hut

his blne eves looked out with piti-
ful and | ¢ gaze, Iy com-
fortel i is the mission of woman-
}ind, thonzh Emmy shoald still have
been o

many hundred vears old,

| Gage pushed his chair

All thrvough the switt fall and the
leaden-footed winter Emmy was at
her father's side,doing for him all she
could, From dark to dark she was
always busy, The cattle at the barn
needed her sometimes, and the silent
clamoring of houskeeping never ceased
its dull appeal. The Dakota home
was as neat us any in England, By
the fireside sat a figure suddenly
grown old; but quietly, here, there,
everywhere, moved the straight form
of Emmy--a womaun grown matnred in
her demeanor in lesa than 30 days,
realizivg the burden which had come
to her, but ready to meet it with con-
tinuing conrage, It was not alone the
men who won the west. When the
deep snows came and the bitter cold
Emmy and her father bundled up in
heavy wool and furs ‘when they went
about their outdoor work, At night,
gathered close to the little stove, the
two talked or read or cftentimes passed
long honrs in silence. Emmy had a
few books and jonrnals and now and
then a picture. Perhaps it was as a
preminm from aweekly paper that she
Lhad obtained the picture she most
prized, a photographie reproduction
showing a fairy dream in architecture,
a white palace of some unfamiliar but
compelling design, Neither she nor
lier father knew the name of the
original of the picture, but they called
it Solomon Temple, having reado
that and knowing of no better name.

So it might have passed had it not
been for the Farmer's Encyclopedia.
For one night Emmy,turning over the
paces of this encyclopedin, saw theve
the blurred likeness ol her temple,

“P've found it, pa!” she exclaimed.

“Found what, Emmy?" said the old
man, ‘

“My picture! It ain't Solomon's
Temple, It's the-—the Taj Mahal, Tts
all desceribed right here in the hook.
It ain’t really a temple at all, It's a
man-sole-yum,  Listen here,” She
read alond:

“The Taj Mahal of Agra, Indin,
without doubt the most beautiful and
renowned man-solesyum of the earth,
This wondrons trinmph of avehitec-
tural skill was built by the sultan of
India as a fittinz tomb for the body of
his beloveA wife, the snltana, to whom
lie was much devoted. A royal treas-
ure was expended in this noble moun-
ment, and even today kingly ransoms
are visible in the precious stones dis-
played in the decoration of the tomb,
The edifice is of solid white marble
and is set in  the middle of vast and
bheautiful gardens, 'The main build-
ing is surmounted by a lofty. dome
rising ahove the ceatre and flanked by
four delicate minnrets or towers, The
interior is an infinitude of inlaid work
and exquisite earvings in  the marble,
In the central chamber rests the sar-
co-phay-gus of the sultana, and near
by it is that of thesultan, her husband,
who built for her this royal tomb that
the world might know his love for
her,”

Emmy laid down the book, with her
finger between the pages and took up
her long-prized pictnre.

“It cost more than the state capi-
tol, pa,” she said, “‘and it’s ever so
I knew it
was comething all the time,"”

“Let me see it, Emmy,""said the old
man, He held it long in his hand,
gazing at it asif to fix in his wind
each line and light and shadow, |

“Poes it say anything about that
there womnn—who she was or what
she looked like, Emmy?"”

“Noy pa, net as I ean see,
mostly abont the maun-sole-ynm.,”
must have heen a toler'ble
gool-looking woman, I guess,” said
Sim after a time, **And she
mnst have been a good woman, too,or
her husband wouldn't have set so
much store by her. I allow he must
have had ::unu-_\'."

Ho said little more and soon bade
his daughter good night, Emwmy, left
nt the tiveside, sat dv@aming of what
it would be to be se dearly loved as

It's
“she

(;:".{n'

that, Her iather, at 58, lay down to
dream of what ¢ had been thus to
love,

One morning, many days after, Sim
back from the
breakinst table and spoke out slowly
and as if by deliberate and well-con-
sidered plan,
SEmmy," said he, *‘Tloved yonr ma.’
pa, 1 know you did,"” said
Bmmy, quietly, *‘and she did you."”
“Yes and she did me. Emwmy, do
you 8'pose that theresultan ever loved
his sultauess any more'n I did your
ma or she did me?”
“Why, pa—'
“Bat Lhe was a leetle bit hetter fixed
to show it, I guess; that's about if,
eh?”
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“Maybe so, pa.”

“Emmy, I'm gettin’ kind of old and
foolish, I expect. I never used te
have dreams—I jus® slept. But last
night I had a dream, [ dreamt I saw
that there sultaness woman all dressed
in silks and diamonds, and that there
woman said to me, 8o plain I heard it
fair, ‘Not the marble and the precious
stones, but the flowers that perish,
these are most fit for human monu-
ment,' Emmy, I heard it plaint”

Emmy was confused, and both sat
silent for a time, The old man was
first to speak again.

“Emmy,"” said he, ‘‘your ma must
have a Taj Mahal! I loved her, and
she loved me, and she earned it,
deavie knows, We can't make it of
diamonds, and we ain't got marble
nor any fancy stones, but we ean build
a Taj Mahal. We'll dig a side-ditch
from the big well and get water over
to where your ma is; and we'll make
a wall of these here niggerhiead bould-
ers,and we'll plant rosebushes at each
corner,and—Emmy,do you know what
['m goin' to do?"

“Yes?"

“Well, now,do you know, your ma,
I may say,never did have all the fresh
fruit she wanted to eat, never after
she come up hereto live,.  We used to
drive over 40 wiles to Plum  Creek to
get a mess of wild plums, and some
years that'd be about all the fruit we
did get, too, Last year, when we he-
gun to strike these artesians, I told
your ma that before long we could
begin to raise fruit for ourselves as
soon as we got the haug of it, and
nothing we ever did ever pleased hor
so mnch as that, And now she's gone,
But do you know what I'm going to
do? I'm goin’ to keep a rosebush at
each corner every summer, and I'm
goin' to plant strawbherries inside the
wall, and I'm goin’ to have arow of
blackberry bushes outside. Your ma
would like them things., Tt ain't
much, but it ain’t easy, And this is
goin' to be your ma's Taj Mahal!"

"The blue and white panorama of
the icy winterswept on inits icy same-
ness, till at last spring drew on again,
The snow hete and there let through
the color of the ewrth, The wild
geese came streaming up from the
south,and in each open water-hole the
lean and weary wild ducks paused in
their cont nental flight, The snow
quite disappeaved, and a fringe of
green appeared along the diteh banks.
The boom of the danecing grouse
echoed far on the air in the mornings,
and over the burned prairies stalked
the bent-billed yellow enrlews, In
the air sounded mysterionsly sweet
the mellow note of the plover, an-
swered below Dby the twitterings of
the larks, The gurgle of water cane,
and the wind blew softer, and the
green grew higher in the land,

Sim Ginge was a bowed and aged
man when he went his way into the
fields this spring, but he made no
complaint, and no one heard him
openly bemoan the loss of the wife he
had loved so dearly and who had
stood by him so steadfastly in the fight
which had won their home, Sim
Gage hauled bonlders from the fields
to the spot where Sarah Gage lay
sleeping with no monument to mark
her resting place, and here he built
with his own hands the four rude but
enduring walls, high as his waist and
laid of the heavy ivon-like bonlders,
which neither frost nor sun norrain nor
snow conld injure,

With care and pain be did the work,
taking many days for it. Then,getting
out his team and plow, he 1éd from
the grent pool at the artesian well a
little, slow stream of water to the
spot where he required it, When all
this was done he told Emmy that the
time had come for her to aid him, and
Emmy went out with the cuttings of
the rosebushes which she had ob-
tained, and these they planted with
care about the walls of Sim (age's Taj
Mahal,

It was now late in May, Midsum-
mer came, and the green of the land
becamme yellow, pale aud perishing.
The rains forsook the region, and bit-
ter dronght eclaimed it for its own,
even as the winter had done,but upon
the flat and burning face of the
parched valley-land shone always a
thread of green, and upon this thread
hung a jewel of, emerald, the miracle
of the withere!d plaing, all tlm»n\\'m'u
of which were gone,

And althongh winter eame again
and drenching spring and burning
summer, such was the care of these
two souls who framed this womder
that the green here rewmained imper-
ishable aud soon was added to by
many flowerd, nud fruit hnug over the
wall and  fell ungathered upon the
mennd within,

“Emmy, girl,” said Sim Gage one
day, as if taking up n topie which had

| the confidence workers

TRAPS FOR KLONDIKERS.

THE TRAILS, TO THE GOLD MINES
SWARM WITH SWINDLERS,

P

Ingenions Snares That the Suve.Thing
Gamblers Set for the Unwary - A
Spell-binder Who Carrles o  Hogus
Pack - The Shell Game-Salted Mines,

Since the grass has begun to grow
too short for them in town, some of
who still re-
main at Skagway, Alaska, have taken
to the trails, where they continue to
sot anares for the dollurs of unwary
Klondikers, On the Skagway tral
the sure-thing gambler seldom goes
higher than the foot of White Pass
gnmmit, Half a dozen or so of the
tribe usually travel together, sharving
at the close of the day the profits of
the tricks they have turned, One of
the party is chosen as active operator,
His necessary qualifications ure a  ca-
pacity to judge human character and a
tongue that is gifted with glibness.

The successful confidence operator
is best deseribed by the tewn spell-
binder, His confederates—the steer-
ors——ecarofully disassociate themselves
from bim whenever a possible vietim
is in sight, The better to disguise his
wolfish character the steerver froquent.
ly dons the sheep's clothing of a
packer, It is no nucommon incident
on the trail to see two or more notori-
ous bunco steerers faring along, one
after the other, apparently heavily
burdened with packs which, if ana-
lyzed, would prove to be nothing more
than straw or chips in canvas sacks,
A little nhead of them always is the
operator, equipped with asmall porta-
ble table, three shells and the elusive
pea.

When the first one reaches the ma-
nipulator of the ancient, but to the
victimm  ever new, guame, he stops,
watehes and listens, and finally lays
down his pack as if to rest and be
amused, Steerer No, 2 follows his
example, as do the others in turn, By
thetime the prospective vietim arvives
he finds a spurious  Klondiker just
winning a bet from the shell game
player amid the half-envious congratu-
lations of his confederates,

“Well, well, this is my unuluecky
day,” suys the man with the table,
“hut L'l give some other gentlemn: a
ahanee to win with the little pea,”

Back and forth and round abont go
the little shells ngain, aglimpse of the
pea being given the watchers at sedue-
tively fiequent intervals,  Auother
steerer guesses its location and wins a
greenback or two,

“If you fellows are hitting me too
hard,” dubiously comments the oper-
ator, ‘I must size up my voll before
taking any more bets,”

He opens a well-lined  pocketbook,
and, while his attention is taken up
with itgecontents, one of the steerers
slyly raises the shell under which the
pea is hidden, ' That catehes the out-
gider, nnless he Dbe invalnerable
against the temptations of bhunco,

Laying bis finger on the shell indi-
cated to him, he offers to bet $10, $20,
&350, or a higher sum that it covers the

yon, His bet is taken, the shell is
ifted, and the pea proves to be gome-
where else,  Usually the victim makes
a socond, and perhaps a thivd, bet in
the hope of vetrieving his loss, always
with the same result, A witness to
one of these episodes tells of having
seen a prospector who had lost §90
sit npon his pack and burst into tears,
He said that his last dollar had gone
on the game,

Still higher up the trail that same
day a man who runs a tent restaugant
bet and lost 20, but the shell-ganme
player was glad to disgorge it when
the vietim's wife, a 200-pound lady of
(lerman nativity, seized him by the
cont collar and screwmmed lustily for
help.

A woman who &aid she was going to
the Klondike in the interests of the
Smithsonian Institution complained to
Captain L. A, Matile that counfidence
workers were so annoying her that slie
feared to continue the journey, She
is traveling alone, and had  called gt
the regular army encampment on her
way out of town, Captain Matile,
who commuuds the troops at Skagway,
sent an escovt of two soldiers with her
as far as the Northwest Monnted Po-
lice post at Summit lake,  After work-
ing one point on the trail thoroughly,
the confidence men scatter, to reap-
pear at anothet pdint under like eir-
cumstances soue time Jater inthe day.

On the Skagway trail the shellganme
is not in operation® regnlarly, The
men engaged at it are supposed to be
a detachment of “‘Soapy” Smith's
pamblers,  'Those who operate in
Dyea, Sheep Camp and *along to  the
base of Chilkoot are*under the lendor-
ahip of Tom Cady, a notorious Colo-

just been dropped, “‘Emmy, about |rado camp confidence man,

that Taj Mabal, it scems to me it's ac-
cordin’ to our lights, I don't begrudge
the snltan his T'aj Mahal, the one he
built for his sualtuness, but mine i@
good enongh for me."”
“And,” he added some

later,as if he had not pansed, {'no mat- ‘

|
|
|
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Other devices for eatching vietims
besides the pea and shells ave heard of
pecasionally, The salted mine man
is one of the most recent additions to
those who seek to .get somelhing for

moments | uothing.

J. T, Jones, president of the Guar-

ter how good and porty she may have gntee Title and Abstract company of
been—and d don't deny she was all | Juiiean, saved a Dyea merchant from
that—I guess she wasu't any pertier'n | falling into the clutches of a swindler

your ma, nor any hetter a woman,uor | of this variety,

The merchant told

soy harder-workin' a wife, mnor any | Joues that he had a chance to buy a

faithfuiler, God
Fmwmy, the snltduess that he loved
and your ma that T loved,
Youth's Cogipanion.

bleds 'em  both, | placer wine for the very low sum of

8500, It was a new strike, only five

tool" = | miles outside of Dyea, and the locator,
Leing ont of fuuds, was willing to sac-

rifice his:¢laim, He exhibited speei-
mens of gold from the placer, they be-
ing shot and smaller particles. In the
afternoon the miner accompanied
Jones and the merchant to his claim,
There he panned samples of the dirt,

The specimens obtained looked gen-
uine, but, being dubions, the Junean
man had them tested, They proved
to be a composition of copper, zione,
bismuth and tin, T'his evening Jones
expressed the opinion that more than
one loeal dealer in gold had made pur-
chases of the bogus precious metal,

As United States Deputy Marshal
Cudihee is now the sole guaardian of
the peace for Skagway and Dyea, it is
almost impossible to keep the sure-
thing gamblers and others of their ilk
off the trails, however they may fave
in the towns. —New York Sun,

"YANKEE TARS."

Surprised Old English satis Navies Could
Meet on Amorican Lnkes,

One of the first produoctions the
American republic was prond of  was
the American sailor, or, a8 he was af-
foctionately called, the “*Yunkee tar,”
It was a very small navy that was set
afloat by the vevolted colonies in the
revolution to contend with the great-
est naval power in the world, but it
made o great record for sailing and
fighting,  Our nuvy has alveady writ-
ten a brave story on the pages of our
history, 1In face of our own declara-
tions to the contrary, we have always
when the emergency came, had ready
within the necessary period the ships
and tho sailors. Tt has been our habit
for a very long time to assert onr in-
foriority, but there has always been a
stanch craft to carry the Ameriean
flag to any point of the earth's surface
where honor or duty required it to
go,and to keep it flying in honor after
it got theve,

The United States has a great in-
land  popualation, dwelling  remote
from the ocean and its commerce and
its life, but the American is. never
landlubber, He takes to the sea on
occasion, wherever hs may have Leen
reaved, just as in war times he shows
a genins for the atillery.  In his
country there ave lakes on which
navies may perform their evolutions,
and rivers where steam fleots may
meet, On lake Champlain the Yaukee
tar kept upa five which old  English
sailors said they had seen  equulled
only in Nelson's great fight at Copen-
hagen,

It has been the popular belief that
our satlors wererecrnited from foreign
countries, that the Yankeo tar,strietly
speaking, did not exist hut this is one
of the nnmerous mistakes we have
made about onvaelven, It wasin 1890
that the nativity of the sailors of the
Aworican navy wastenrolled, In April
of that year .")I'z per ceut, of the whole
enlisted foree
tices—were deseribed ns  Amerviean
citizens, In 1896 Secretary Herbert
reported that 72 per cont, of the en-
listed men were American eitizensand
82 per cent, of the apprentices were
natives of the United States,

From these figures it will he seen
that the American navy is more Ameri-
can than it ever was before,  Tho
future navy is to be officered and
munned from the apprentices who are
natives of our soil, Every Ameridan
gatlor is the inheritor of glorions tra-
ditions. Every generation of Ameri-
can sailors s proved worthy of its
predecessors, —Kansas City Btar,

Two Youthful Patrlots,

Two street gamins of Philadelplia
ngreed to settle the vexed question
between Spain and the United States
by a fistic enconnter, One, an finof:
fensive, dirty little fellow, aged 10,
agreed to represent Weyler, while
Consul-General Lee was o shock:
leaded youth, a trifle  dirtier and a
tritle older, In the first reund the
unfortunate consul-general's  foot
slipped and he went down, with Wey-
ler on top, He ecommenced to pum-
mel him  well, but ina moment an
dozen gaming, who hal agreed to
see fair play, rushod at the successful
representative of Spain, and so over-
whelmed poor Weyler that it required
the united efforts of three gentlemen
vlhio were passing by to pull enongh
of the enraged American citizens off
to see the tyrant's lege.  When the
hevo of the trocha was finally rescued
he said: “'You see, I hain’t no Spain-
yard, ‘canse I'se not, but dem blokes
wlio got me to play Weyler jess forgot
who I wnz when I got Gineral Leo
down,"—Philadelphia Record.

Lxperiments With Nicotine,

Profesfor J, U, Uloyd has made a
horough study of the effect of nico-
tine on inseets (the professor does uot
smoke), and has devised methods for
extracting mud using it as o parasiti-
cide in shieep dips, plant sprays, ete.
He has sold his right to an Eastern
company on n royalty basis, and this
company, which has now been operat-
ing for somte two years in Chicago,has
now arranged. for the evection of
large factory in 8t, Louis. —Awmerican
Diuggist, ;

———— =

Yoowms of Passion,

e —T thought you said your friend
was o ]lnH!iun poetess, I tind her pro-
ductions well balanced and strong in
COIIMON sense,

She—-Bat you shonld see her fly in-
to a passion when she can't make her
words fit the metre,—Detroit Free
Press,
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